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BE THE MOST/ 

POPULAR 
FELLOW 
IN THE 
CZOWD 



Imagine, yourself in the tenter of 
pocked group of your friends. All ore 
hushed, their eyet fastened on you and on the 
lable at your side. Your honds pais lightly 
over the table . . . and before the unbelieving 
eyes of your admiring audience THE TABLE 
SLOWLY RISES BY ITSELF AND 5EIMS TO 
FLOAT IN THE AIR. 

The room rocks with applause. "How did 
he do it?" they gasp in wonder. And how did 
he do the dezent upon dozens of other magi- 
cal stunners thai people the world over have 
always wished they knew? The Dancing 
Handkerchief trick ... The Disappearing 
Handkerchief ... The Phantom Wand . . . Rub- 
bing One Dime into Three . . . The Bottomless 
Ordss r ... rk,.e and countless others? YOU 
CAN DO ALL OF THESE TRICKS AND MORE! 
More than that you can learn to do them 
quickly and perform them before your wor- 
shipping friends jus! as expertly as a grcal 
magician on the stage. Here is your way la 
popularity. Here is your chance la have your 
friends cluster closely around you wherever 
you go as you thrill and delight them with 
the wonder of magic. 

MAGIC IS FUN was published for fellows 
just like you to enable you to leorn, simply 
and quickly, this fasclnollng ort. AND YOU 
DON'T NEED EXPENSIVE GADGETS to perform 
a single one of the mystifying tricks jom- 
pocked into this great boob. A tew coins, a 
lable, a glass, a few sticks, some ploying 
cards, etc. . . these and tlmllar'p'°P>"<"* all 
you need to become THE MOST POPULAR 
FELLOW IN THE NEIGHBORHOOD, a Reol- 
Ho nest-To-li f • Mogiclon! 
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I Quit reaping/Twait a minute.boss: 

I IT'S A WASTE / THIS IS THE LAST 
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/ HAW-HAW.' THAT'S \ 
(RICH. 1 WE'LL BE /iV5JO£ 
I TOE CASTLE IN FIVE / 
VMINUTES.' HA-HA!/' 
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r l HOPE 
PROFESSOR 

ZWERUNG 
ISN'T TOO 
BUSV TO 
HEAR US'. 
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'»E PIANNEP THIS 
WELL!" I'VE COT 
THIS CANNON LOADED 
AND IN WORKING 
ORDER! THIS 
TIME I WON'T 
MISS A TRICK ' 
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besides, professor zwerling 
wasn't the type to write so 
large and crudely.' he 
wouldn't misspell simple 
Words.' and handwriting 
experts claim a depressed 

MAN WRITES DOWNHILL 
NOT UPHILL! 
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von crumb; ive 

FINALLY CAUGHT YOU.' 
I HAVEN'T SEEN 
VOU SINCE 19157. 

TAKETHISl 



-THAT I LIFTED */ S-S- STAND 
FROM BUFFALO,!/ BACK! ~ I'M 
BILL! jr > ! 0SY w 'W lKNIN ' X*ii 
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HMMMM.' EITHER THAT OR 
A REASONABLE FACSIMILE 
THEREOF.' HOW COME 
EVERYBODY 1 OVERLOOKED 
IT? ISN'T THERE ANYBODY 
HERE WITH AMY INTELLIGENCE 
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I'M BEING OIBSlNAl- 
A HUMAN BOMB 
SETUP.' 





1 /mr. hustace % 
L_Vthkockmortd(0 


'THE HUMAN BOMB!.,. 

.OH, HUSTACE, PUT ON 
liJWMYDW HBlAWr 
dffcli, AND COME 

-StoiSfei others: 
rtsfvwia weu puv 
^liiBr i A Bie . 







I HOPE WE PONT I 
MEET THE REAL") 
| "-HUH'T>L_- ■* 
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THATUTTlEl 
JERK (TOT 

ourame. J 


Thick his 
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, OUT// 
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ONE S/PE! I CAME 1 
TO SEE WHAT THE 
YELUNG'S ABOUT, 
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/ PLAN TO PRESS tIKE J 
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LOOK.' STOLEN 
JBWELRY.' HE' 
AM IMPOSTO 


\ / hustace: 
! |( then this 
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Kthe real human BOtmuJ> 
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> IF MY BLOOP PRESSURE LETS ■ 
r ME SURVIVE THIS, I'LL LIVE TO 

BE A HUNDRED.' 





I'VE FOUND HER;.' 
COM£ ON, EVERY 
ONE.' GIVE HER 
TA HAND.' j-— ' 
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/ME?... I._I_ 

J DIDN'T KNOW.-! 

YOU MEAN ALL > 

f THESE GIRLS "*< 

, WERE THROWING 

FAINTS AT SO MUCH 

Aswocm 
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LOOK AT HER! YOU'VE RUINED 
HER LIFE! AND ALL FOR A 
PRI1TLE DBAS LIKE PINUPO! 
I'M SOINNA SCRAMBLE BOTH 
OF VOU, 
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MOMENTS LATER,,, £ 
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THE KI1.LEK MUST HAVE PRESSEP 
LlkE ME TO FRAME ME.' I'VE GOT 
TO SOLVE THIS FAST OR MV DAYS, 
OF USEFULNESS 
ARE ENDED 
. FOREVER.' 




POLICE COMICS 




POLICE COMICS 




POLICE COMICS 



lUCkV I HAD A SPAKE COSTUME 
AT HOME - BUT JP I'M SPOTTED 
IN THIS, I'LL GIVE MySELPAWAVj 
-AND PROBABLY 9B SHOT, 
TO BOOT/ 
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TIM CORLISS watched the 
"^ island grow larger from 
the prow of the little packet. 
It assumed different shapes as 
the miles became fewer and 
fewer. But the haze of the 
Gulf of Mexico is tricky; one 
has to watch his step or he'll 
imagine all sorts of things. 

Tabu Island. Sounded like 
a fine place to spend a few 
days fishing. Jim had been 
told that the fishing off Tabu 
was unexcelled. That's what 
he wanted, to get away from 
everything for a while. Just 
play under a nice warm sun. 
Now, with a few fish biting. . . . 
Well, he'd picked the right 
locale for nice warm sun, he 
reasoned. Now, with a few 
fish biting. ... 

It was nearly dusk when 
the panting little boat drew up 
at the rotting planking wharf 
and Jim uncoiled bis long 
length from the rickety deck 
chair and made for the gang- 
plank. Two colored boys car- 
ried his luggage down. 

The sign, RIGGS'*HOTEL, 
a hundred yards from the 
wharf made Jim laugh sud- . 
denly. For this was ..real- 
ly a place! It was the only 
hotel on the island, and a 
friend had told Jim that old 
Joe Riggs put out good food 
and owned most of the fish- 
ing boats. So to the Riggs Jim 
headed, the colored boys grunt- 
ing behind him. 

Old Joe was typical of the 
region, a real salt-spattered old 
chap from Georgia, who had 
lived on the island, he hur- 
riedly lold Jim, for. 35 years. 



"You must know its history 
pretty well then," Jim said. 
"They tell me Tabu has quite 
a history. That right?" 

"Mistah, effen you ain't 
nevah heered 'bout Tabu afore 
you-all got somethin' comin'!" 
said the old coot. "This here 
islan' got more hist'ry than all 
th' hist'ry books put together!" 

I'm not interested, Jim told 
himself. I don't want to hear 
anything about anyone or any 
place. 

( It should be mentioned 
here that while all our readers 
know that Dick Mace js a 
famous criminologist who is 
not interested at any time in 
small caseB, his appearance in 
this story was quite a matter of 
accident. This episode in his 
career happened many months 
ago, but only now can it be 
revealed." 

Isri't it astonishing how in- 
formation is vouchsafed al- 
though one never asks for it? 
Jim thought of that as old Joe 
squared off in a big chair and 
began the story of Tabu Island. 
Jim could see that he was in 
for it, regardless, so he com- 
posed himself as best he could. 

The earliest history of Tabu 
is lost in the dim wraiths of 
the past. It seems it had once 
been the watering stop for buc- 
caneers. Kidd had often stop- 
ped there. And La Fitte. And 
Teach. And even Morgan. It 
was said that the haunted sands 
of the beach even hid buried 
treasure from the ancient 
pirates, but no one had ever 
found anv of the loot, 

Later, Napoleon had stopped 



there to take on water iron, 
the great bubbling spring for 
which the isle was noted 

Many a gull storm had bul 
feted the little isle II was not 
large; — 12 miles long by aboui 
half that in width More than 
two-thirds of its surface was 
covered by a .dense jungle of 
live oaks, from which ghostly 
festoons of Spanish moss hung 
and swayed in the breezes, 

Sometime in the early 20th 
century it had been discovered 
that the? waters around Tabu, 
while heavily shark- infested, 
were also plentifully supplied 
with good fish, and so a few 
men moved with their families 
from the mainland of Georgia 
to settle there and glean riches 
from the nets. 

Among these had been old 
Joe Riggs, who had early de 
cided that the little fishing 
paradise would become a mag 
net for sportsmen So he had 
built his hotel. At first, he had 
plenty of business Bui then 
something happened — tins' was 
about 1918 — and no one ever 
came after that fo? a decade 
It seems thai several Florida 
fishermen had gone into the 
jungle on the island's interior 
and never returned. 

For a time this mystery was 
bandied about in the papers. 
There was an investigation, of 
course, but nothing was ever 
discovered of the lost men. The 
place naturally became tabu — 
hence its name. 

Once in a while, however, 
old Joe explained, someone 
eame out for a spot of fishing, 
just as Jim was now doing. 



Jim said that he would like 
to get in a few licks first thing 
in the morning. 

"Yah suh," replied old Joe. 
"I'll have Cully with a boat 
for yuh 'bout six," 

Jim had a good night's 
sleep, dreamed of wild pirates, 
and was up at five and hover- 
ing, shivering, over a huge cup 
of Joe's black coffee and a 
stack of pancakes. 

The fishing turned out bad- 
ly. Cully said there was too 
much haze on the gulf. 

At nine o'clock Jim was 
back on the wharf with a plan 
in his head to do a bit of ex- 
ploring. Old Joe warned him 
against wandering far into the 
interior because, as he said, 
strange things went on in the 
deep woods, 

Asked what kind of things, 
Joe was evasive. Just — things. 
Wasn't healthy for a feller to 
travel far into the dark woods, 
that's all. 

"Nuts!" said Jim. "Here 1 
am -down here. I don't get a 
nibble, so I'm going to see 
some of this mysterious island 
,they call tabu." When he asked 
Cully if he would be willing 
to accompany him into the 
woods, the black's face turned 
ashes. No suh, not him! 

Jim had Joe make him up 
several sandwiches and a 
thermos of coffee, then he set 
out. 

Jim figured he had walked 
less than two miles through the 
dark trees and morass when he 
heard a shout. He stopped. The 
sound wasn't repeated, and he 
couldn't tell from which direc- 
tion it came. Who could it be? 
He took several more sleos, 
picking his way among the 
tangle of vines and sharp saw 
grass. 

The high spang of the rifle 
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proclaimed it to be a modem 
weapon. The slug tore through 
the growth only a few inches 
above his head. 

"What the devil!" muttered 
Jim, dropping down on a patch 
of grass. "Who's after my 
skin?" 

* * * 

The big power launch PEE- 
WEE slunk in to the wharf on 
Tabu Island and two deck 
hands tied her up fast. Dick 
Mace stepped off" and walked 
to the Riggs' Hotel. 

"Coffee?" he asked Joe. 

When Joe had brought it, 
Dick said, "Been any strangers 
around here lately?" Dick 
•'flashed -a badge on the old 
salt. 

"Guy by name o' Corliss," 
Joe replied. And told Dick all 
about the young man. "One of 
them newspaper fellers," Joe 
enlarged. "Traipsed off into 
the woods this mornin'." 

"Unhuh," said Dick laconi- 
cally. He motioned to two men 
loitering on the wharf. "Come 
on," he said. "Bring rifles." 

The two men came, and im- 
mediately the three set out on 
Jim's trail. It wasn't hard to 
follow. It carried on in a fair- 
lv straight line, which made 
Dick think that Jim Corliss 
knew something about trails. 

Dick wondered as he plod- 
ded along; the slimy trail if 
this would be the answer to 
the strange puzzle at last. Not 
less than a dozen islands in 
the gulf had been subjected to 
close scrutiny in the last few 
weeks. He was getting a little 
tired of island-hopping. 

They ran into some mighty 
heaw going and the hmirs 
crawled on. It was twilieht 
when thev reached a terrible 
swamp. To go on or not. Dick 
decided to push on. 



Long before they reached 
the edge of the woods they 
saw the light beginning low on 
the beach, and gradually flar- 
ing upward like a giant torch, 
only it was a flat torch, taking 
up at least an entire city block 
in area. 

"There it is!" said Dick. 
"Silhouetted against such a 
light a whole convoy is easily 
spotted by those Nazi U-boats. 
Come on!" 

So .this is it, thought Dick. 
This is what we have been 
searching for so long. Well, 
we'll put an end to this dirtv 
work! Who the devil is behind 
it, I wonder? 

The flames, brilliantly 
white against the growing 
night, were leaping high now, 
lighting the sky for miles 
around. Dick decided that it 
would be impossible for any- 
one in old Joe's hotel to see 
this* light, since the woods 
intervened. 

They broke out on the beach 
and saw a man running. 
"Halt!" cried Dick. He. drop- 
ped on one knee and brought 
up his rifle. Its roar shattered 
the night. The man fell, roll- 
ing over once. "Got him!" 
said Dick. 

The man was dead. It was 
Jim Corliss. At least that was 
the name he traveled under. In 
reality it was Heinrich Haller, 
Nazi agent. He had been set- 
ting his calcium* flares on 
every island in the gulf, using 
each one only once or twice, 
then skipping to another one. 
He had been running to a 
small boat drawn up on the 
beach. Dick poimed to the sub 
conning tower just dipping be- 
low the waves a half mile off 
shore. They had been waiting 
to pick up theirman Haller. 
Well, they wouldn't! 
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BUT BENEATH THE HIVES AND 
STRAIN/NS AGAINST THE SWIRLING 
CURRENT THE MEN OP THE MID- 
NIGHT WATCH WORK FRANTICALLY 
TO MOVE THE NEW SECTION OF 
TUNNE L. INTOTHe STRONG BUN- 
m \ WW8 CURRENT. ■ ■ I 



FEVERISHLY THEY WORK IN S 

UNTIL. AT LAST A STRANOB U> . 

WTM SHELTER TAKE* KS PLACE.] 
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J THE \ VES..AS THE HERO II 
SPIRIT.'/ THE MOVIES SAVS 1 
THE HECOINE.. 
JACK OALTON OF7HE 
U.S. MARINES. ..I HAVE 
COME TO SAVE YOU.' 
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at midnight., just above the 
spot where the ill-fated 
ship sank, a police cruiser 
wallows w the choppy river. 



THESE MEN DON'T \THANKS, 
KNOW WHO YOU ARE, ) DOLAN 
- THEV'RE TOUGH 



UKE LANTASTIC VISITORS FROM 
ANOTHER WORL.D.THEY OESCGNO 
IN7QTH S THROBMNS SILENCE OFl 
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•JO] 
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jONGSIDE the wreck, men 
weird underwater. c^bar 

CARRY GOLD FROM THE SUNKEnt 

SHIP TO -Tl-IE STRANGE HIDEOUT 

— Q*= 04WJ 




POLICE COMICS 

mgiMli 




POLICE COMICS 



so, yOU'fite THE 
ONE WHO SANK 
THOSE SHIRS.' I 
MUST SAV YOU 
THOUGHT UP A 
CLEVER " 



THANKS. 
DIDNi'1 
THINK THE 

COPS 
WOULD 
GETW/SE 
A4ST/ 





ON THE SURFACE, POLAN,0EUEV- 



-X WORK BLAST THE WHOLE ^ 
BOTTOM OUT OP THIS BLAME 

EIVEE it niailii 

— mw$i 




AT THE FIERCE DEPTH BARRAGE, 
PRW JONES' MEN AND POLICE 
PIE LIKE FISN..THE LOCKER 
SNAPS ITS ANCHOR AND ROLLS 
OVER . 



INSIDE, THE LIGHTS FUCKER 
OUT.- THE &PI8.ITAND JONES 
LOCK IN COMBAT. 



SUDDENLY BOTH MEN HALT AS 
THE HISSING STOPS..<3RIM,COLD 
REALIZATION GRIPS THEM. 
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A BLAST...THB LOCKE* ROCKS 
FttOM THE IMPACTOP A BOMB--. 

..SA/a/S StVIPTLV BECOMING 
POUL WITH CARBON DIOXIDE... 

HIS EARS THROB... H/S HEART 
E p POUNDS—.) 



SUDDENLY 

jp nLfi gew,^ , , , ^ 

NO.. I DON'T WANT 
TO Oie..S I DON'T 
WANT MV MONSV 
NOW... NO/ NO/ 
WAIT/ 



BUT THE POLICE 
HAVE POUNDTUe. 
RANGE.. DEPTH 
BOMBS OAIN.. 
THE LOCKGR. 
SHATTERS.. AND 
DOWNRIVER. 
ABE SWEPT THE 
FRAGMENTS OF 
PAWJONBS' 
KINGDOM. 



ON THE SUOfVCe , . , . THE 
9PIKITPOPSOUTOP THB\ 
WATER AND CLIMBS \ZEoA 
WBARIQ/ INTO A OOWBOA T} 




/ Will Train You at Home For 

Good Jobs Now Open 

m RADIO 




many fascinating types of Radio jobs, tells how N.R.I, trains 
home in spare time — how you jet vracliral experience building and test- 
ing Radio Circuits with SIX BIG KITS OP RADIO PARTS I send! 



Big Demand Now Far Wall Trained 
Radio Technician;, Operators 

Keeping old Radios working is booming the Radio Repair business. 
Profits are large, a Iter- 1 he- war prospects are bright, too- Think ol the 
w boom in Radio Sales and Servicing that s coming when new 
Radios are again available — when Frequency Modulation and Elec- 
tronics can be promoted-— when Television starts its postwar expansion! 
Broadcasting Stations, Aviation Radio, Police Radio, Loudspeaker 
Systems, Radio Manufacturing all oiler good jobs now to qualified 
"— i fields have a bt'^ backlog of busir — - 



I fielcis opened by » 



... oppt_ 

• developments. 



n Radio 






land i 






Many Begin* en Saan Male* S5, SID 
a W««V EXTRA In Spore Time 

The day you enroll for my Course I start sending you EXTRA 
MONEY JOB SHEETS that help show how to make EXTRA 
money fixing Radios in spare time while still learning. I send you 
SIX big kits of Radio parts as part ol my Course. You LEARN 
Radio fundamentals from my illustrated, easv-ui -grasp lessons — 
PRACTICE what you learn by building real Radio Circuits — 
and USE your knowledge to make EXTRA money! 

Find Out What N.R.I. Can Da Far foil 

MAIL THE COUPON for your FREE copy of my G4-page book. It's 
packed with facts — things you never knew about opportunities in Broad- 
casting, Radio Servicing. Aviation Radio, other Radio fields. Read the 
details about my Course— "SO-SO Training Method"— S Kiperimenta! 
Kit.-- EXTRA MONEY JOB SHEETS. See the fascinating jobs Radio 
offers and how yon can train at home. Read many letters from men I 
trained telling what they are doing, earning. No obligation. Just MAIL 
COUPON in an envelope or pasted on a penny postal !— J. E. SMITH, 
President, Depl. 5AA3 National Radio Institute, Washington 9, D. C. 

\ Radio Jobs Like These Go to Men I Trained 



1 



You Build These and Other Radio 
Circuits with 6 Bit 
Kits I Send! 





Suatrhttartdyn* Circuit. Pre- 
selector, oscillator- m I ur. tint da- 
lector. I.f. stage, diode detector- 
a.v.c. sue*, audio state. Bring 

n circuit which you tiulldl 



A. M. Sienal-Gentritor. Build 
It yoiiraclf I Provides airiplltude- 
jHiielnbird slgnal.i fur lest and 
experimental pmpose*. Girt! 
valuable practice I 




''Zm, THIS IS *»*"»**'' 




T«F*f /» COMPlCTt SECTIONS IN Olie GREA T BOOK 



AM x Trfw iTiiVu'lfl .tnMJirWM ' :«>«-"" I 

iw ,v il^^\^,,,..»\.».-^.::'\"«-ur«.-\ v^ --ji* 

I y;-., Si' l] '.'.'-'"' : ^ s'" .J "".:" ^ " £■'•'•"' "11 " ■'•■'■''••' \ ',:;,:;;-«« 

«™™ <« jwmsf r - - - - - - z ^r "J 

GAME K I T \ '^sSSSu-jn ff-sssog-l • 

„ww With every order, we will include with- | J^l"^/^ » " i " 1 '' °' n "^V'bU''"''.."*' a'"* 3 ""' I ' 

^■#&;- out extra charge, a complete assort- > i »i> n '' \ % j£ (B ' " m r * "' 

hg f merit of 10 GAMES, TRICKS, PUZZLES. ■ """" y ■ | 

. Can be played by 1, 2, 3, 4 or more I '** ama I 

players. Just the thing for hours and I Addr«» ' I 

days of enjoyable fun. It is given FREE . \ 

with every order for FUN FOR BOYS! J y ° — « — — ^ ^ mi J 

Supply is limited, ORDER NOW! ■■ "" *™ — — 




